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PEfi,kAPS, my CrilBc try* : 
kL lt S* u liiwlgh Uhc SpmpHaitM flriiaTiid, He afta, 
nl^n*. playing Hk Flaf toltt ! " Nay F far L 1 arher Dajf , 
IfttfMftl BSW* h piStins MiLaid'i Kitchen, J. Wwicli 
*tn% * ihnpit Laves Dug, aD In arnmc FEife Kulft, rof 
h«f Voice's Lute had nu- More, >ld, RiT(h«JtfH She 
uted ihe QzJI r*r Rfle h far ib474 eh* Gflded Opera. 
I haw xtnali Lut* il-nu£h.. G&d knowi r And Cranked 
and tar*Qvu*d inio 1"he- Itarcvun - but fai(h P ^to HeW 
tm Scitti *rtd SUangE, and They fcw Pattilg. Hnltlfca:, 
nnd map H«r. 



Out of this Chamal House of Ni^ht and Day, 
Who Is It holds the 5«r*t of the Way! 1 

And am l with the evercliangin^ Sea 
Alike impotent under His dull Sway I 





IV. 

Of all the ThrDtiE that bmk* the Clay apart, 
^ ho hath fulled the Longing of his Hart, 
Who is not weaiy 'ere his Sleep begins ?- 
O that We never h.ad Lo mafcs the SLart I 




VI. 

[u Olden TErrws the Cods were &sen of Mefl 1 
A Handful dared to Lift tfis Curtain then. 

Frantic they came, no more to know IbemseJves; 
Their E;jes had seen. buL Madness choked thdr Ktn. 



VII. 



If Mortals out of Loam and Rol He made, 
Where should the Burden of our Sirt tie Laid? 

Surely, He did no! hope tfth such poor Stuff 
Tlie Roles of Priest and Anpcl oaiM bi p3ajecl I 



van, 

O Maided Voices I have loved so long, 
O Flower of Yousstii thai uert aJJ my Song I 

] prav< perchance, Voy, coupled wilh the Viiw 
May plead my Pardon to the Saints 1 wrong. 



IX. 

Come, come, my Love; for why should YFe repine, 
While there is Aught su precious left as- Wine? 

Lif* is ng Desert if I hear your Sang, 
And Poefry shine from out those Ejes of Thine. 



X, 

Deep have I dnjnk wrth every vagrant MsJd P 
Chose Witt? the other Mistress of m> Shade. 
Some day Itfy Lips forever must go dry. 
Ah, curse the Day my Cup aside be laid. 



XI, 
If Kamayan wete here, and my Disgr^c?, 
The setming W%* would not flinj m my Face,— 

I think T could be happy lor i while, 
And Elve cm Crusta and Ashes, for a Space. 



XII. 

Come with S\c while the Lotus J5 in bloom 
And cease to think that You need fill a Tomb. 

My Lips, King, and Bady do hut Taste, 
And I will rob the Future of Its Gloom. 



xm. 

I shall want Sleeps deep Steep, upon my Head, 
And Aeons upon Aeons to be dead, 

So, wften [ wake, I shnJ] not t yawning, say J 
'■ Why could not you have let Me sleep, instead I " 



For surely Parsciise must needs be ni« h 
If It a Man from out his Dreams entice. 

Give Me my Sleep and Kisses before Bed — 
And red Wine, too, and They must call Me l^ice J 
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XV. 
u O Kadi san, what ww* the best to do ?'* 
And Kadi answered, "Sleep a white night through, 

O Unjust RufeT Of a Thousand Men. 
For 'ere the Day come, all is come for You." 



XVI- 

■ F For K You ch«at ObLvtao of its Dread, 
You meed not even know that You are dead, 

And rule alway, although your Rule is dont ; 
Being - a King of Dreams, your Kingdom fled,*' 
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XVII]- 

Oft to the Winter I forswore the Rose, 

Fat Wine is better when, the North Wind blotitt; 

But now that Roses and the Spring appear, 
Perchance, my Wine testes belter far J t — who knows t 
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XIX. 
And If You chance to find upon some 
A Rase of Life far brighter than the nestj — 

Snatch quick the Rose aud tear Its Petals dm™, 
Methinkg, in this World, You. at Jeast, are bl*$ttd 1 
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XX!. 

O, sad to think, that when his Dly fiats close 
Man hath not liaEf the Grandeur of the Rose 

Which dies with Twilight or the pile Moon's Kiss h 
Nov hopes for Life the Gardener never sows. 



xXii. 
When ail this Shadow-Pantomime is done, 

And M&9 were better with his Race uaruo, 
How will He grttt the Author of the Piece 

Who made him ptay such Tragedy for Fun? 



Tama* SwUfl. 



14 



